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shchikov never took part. But 'he sat on when everyone
else had left and talked to Andrei alone.

"Who is most to blame?" he would ask sullenly.

"The person to blame is the first one who ever said 'this
is mine!* That fellow died a few thousand years ago, so
there's no sense in being angry with him," answered the
khokhol jokingly, but his eyes were uneasy.

"What about the rich? And those who back them
up?"

The khokhol toyed with his hair and pulled at his mou-
stache as he selected simple words in which to tell what
he knew about life and people. According to him, all peo-
ple were to blame, and this did not satisfy Nikolai. Com-
pressing his thick lips, he would shake his head and mut-
ter denials. At last he would take his leave, glum and dis-
satisfied.

"Certain people must be to blame,** he said one day.
"And those people are right here. WeVe got to plough up
the whole of our life like a field of weeds, without a drop
of mercyl"

"That's what Isai the timekeeper said about you one
day," recalled the mother.

"Isai?" asked Vesovshchikov, after a pause*

"Yes. He 5 a dreadful man. Keeps snooping around and
asking all sorts of questions. He's started coming over here
and peeking in the window.1'

"Peeking in the window?" repeated Nikolai.

The mother was in bed, so she could not see his face,
but she realised the folly of her words from the way the
khokhol hastened to say, "Let him come peeking if he's
got so much time on his hands."

"Nothing of the sort," said Nikolai, "-fife's one of those
who are to blame."

"What's he to blame for?" asked the khokhol quickly.
"For being a fool?"

Vesovshchikov went out without answering.

The khokhol began to walk slowly and wearily about
the room, his long, spidery legs making a rustling sound.